
May 13, 2008 
Opportunities Abound 
 
Worth mentioning again is how we view our world is how we create our lives.  Of 
course, it helps to have something positive to hang onto, and much of that is not 
as visible on the rez as it should be, could be, would be, if the community were a 
healthier place to live.  Again, I mention the Chinese symbol for "Crisis" is a 
combination of two other symbols: "Danger" and "Opportunity".  
 
Simply stated: We can, if we look at it properly, find the opportunity and seize it if 
we are also aware of where and what the actual danger is.  Crisis presents two 
doors:  Danger/damage and Opportunity to excel.  
 
I see many of the crises on the rez as opportunities for the people to come 
together, overcome the obstacles and take the community further than ever 
imagined by the narrow minds of fear and self-pity.  
 
I see every wound as an opportunity to heal.  We choose to heal or to fester.  
Heal from or infect ourselves with self-pity and other toxic putrefying wastes of 
life.   
 
With a tribal police department that caters to the powerful at the expense of the 
community, you are wounded.  Not one rape has been investigated.  Not one 
burglary, not one child has been rescued from their molester, abusers.  Not one 
drug bust of the Turdclan and their Turdling criminal relatives.  Not one. You are 
wounded. 
 
Your Tribal Council drives drunk, without licenses, without insurance and 
represents you and all Indian People in court as the worst possible drunken 
Indian stereo-type, and you are wounded.  
 
Your Tribal Council robs you of your money, your children's money, and denies 
you the wind farm project, jobs and energy, wounding you again and again. 
 
I see the opportunities for healing are piling up.  In fact, you could very well be, at 
this moment, drowning in opportunities from both Crises and Wounds. 
 
You don't have to do anything now, or ever again.  When the time comes and you 
are no longer and your children have all been buried before they had a chance at 
a real life, you can stand before The Creator and cash in all your opportunities.  
Unfortunately, by that time it will be too late for redemption.  You will be able to 
see that you had all these opportunities.  What will you do with them then?  
Doesn't matter.  It will be too late.  Do keep me posted. 
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O'Town 
 
Every time the Old Bag of O'Town drops me a nonsense email, it draws my 
attention to what might be going on in O'Town and do they feel neglected?  
Apparently so.  
 
A little refresher for those who have never known or have forgotten about who 
the Old Bag of O'Town is.  She is someone who considers herself the smartest 
person in the world (well, probably of her gang of morons, she is the smartest) 
and felt it was her job to challenge me, as if she had both the brains and the high 
ground.  She had neither.  But she was persistent, and amusing.   
 
Smart enough to realize she was only being entertaining, she swore she would 
never write to me again.  That lasted only a short time and she really missed me 
so she created a new email address and started writing again.  Oh yeah, can't tell 
it's her.  
 
Her disguised emails as comical and stupid as Petesky's lame disguises and 
pretense at insanity, or whatever he was pretending to be on any of those bizarre 
occasions. I guess that if her friends are that stupid, lame, idiotic, we have to 
forgive her for thinking she was, by essentially doing the same thing, either A: As 
smart as they are, or: B: Too stupid to know that people see through these flimsy 
attempts and are amused, but not deceived. 
 
With lame disguises being the bag for the Old Bag and her friends out there, I 
can only wonder why she insists on drawing attention to the place.   
 
Every time she injects herself, I have to wonder: What is going on in O'Town and 
why does she and perhaps her comical entourage of morons, feel neglected? 
 
Well, oddly enough, more stuff comes in, and it is really ODD.   
 
All I have are reports of Petesky and his increasing paranoia.  Apparently, he has 
(kid you not)  crawled on all fours in his home looking for 'bugs'.  Not the six-
legged variety (of which there are plenty), but of the antenna variety.  The kind 
that broadcast pictures and/or sound to remote site located in perhaps the attic of 
a former friend, or that van over there, or maybe into the shed of that there yard, 
or that car parked over yon, or...)   
 
Apparently, he didn't find the bugs.   
 
Now, in his world, that doesn't mean they don't exist.  It just means he has to 
keep looking for them until he finds them.  Now, another dimension to his 
paranoia has probably been added in view of the fact that it is being reported that 
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he is crawling around, moving furniture, lifting rugs, looking behind mirrors, even 
the toilet (Pah-Leeez! Stop! I can't take it!).   
 
In the paranoid world of Petesky, who has accused former girlfriends, current 
girlfriends, former friends, and current friends of 'spying' on him and 'narking' on 
him, I suppose that this report just confirms for him that there is a bug here, 
there, everywhere... 
 
And given that he prefers, because of the 'bug problem' to have his discussions 
in the graveyard, I wonder if he has checked the crosses and tombstones for the 
hidden mics, cameras and perhaps a ghost or two who might find his paranoia 
worth commenting on.  
 
Geez, at this stage of crime, getting away with murder so long you know you are 
going to get turned in by those who no longer are on your side (paranoia only has 
two sides:  Against me Now or Against me later), and the stress is beginning to 
show. 
 
Father's Day is coming up.  So, what can you give to an old drug dealer, killer, 
member of the Town Council?  How about a nice new set of knee pads?  He's 
going to need them, sooner or later. 
 
Now, I know there is more going on out there in O'Town.  Feel free to send me 
more emails, and photos.  Those of you who remember Mike Good, Eddie Fish, 
or who have more recent crimes to report, send them in. 
 
And, since it appears that the Old Bag of O'Town was feeling neglected for too 
long, I sure hope this little ditty has satisfied her hunger to have the spotlight 
once again, drift over the chalk lines from the Rez to O'Town.  Rest assured, you 
are neglected from time to time, but not forgotten. 
 
Maybe Another Time 
 
I was going to do a piece on Pisster wearing a tinfoil hat to prevent 'them' from 
reading her thoughts (as if anyone can read a can of alphabet soup!).  Her 
hanging beaded crosses in her house to stop Eddie from coming in (Crosses 
beaded by the leathery hands of her Turdymomma)... but since O'Town needed 
attention, that was the choice I had to make.  Oh, and btw, Pisster, Eddie says 
you were right, that was him tugging your hair. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat  

PS  Keep in mind, my travel schedule.  I canʼt always get to an internet 
connection. 


